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. THE HAWK'S NEST. 

"'.'. (Sierras.) 

■': 'v'^,T'' ;: ■'.■ BY BRET HARTB. 

We checked our pace — the red road sharply rounding; 
• We heard the troubled flow 
Of the dark olive depths of pines, resounding ,/$$?&■• 
.'•*.*/ A thousand feet l>e!ow : ' v - ! ' > - : 



>rAba\'c' / the tumult of the canyon, lifted, J •;V'. V,vV, . V , 
■fctfj^SS?^ ■E r «y hawk breathless hung, * '-'^.^. , ^.Iv/.v • 
r Or on the hill a winged shadow drifted ' ' r; :*;^J.'. 
-L;. Where furze and thorn-bush clung: - ;-, ^* 

Or where, half-way;' the mountain side was furrowed' '•/' 




We looked in silence, down across the distant V-h? 1 ^ 

^Unfathomable reach, • "' -\ '; '"'-7'/ ,'< * a £?l§^ 

A silence broken by the guide's consistent '••**»','/.■ V 

". Vic^'And realistic speech : ';;.'„ f, -]'"',, *V- fy-*. 

>^^U' r yi:k^ ',<■:.>,'* ': ">0 '& X : >#§& ; 

^Walker pf Murphy's blew a hole through Peters : .• - 

"0*?Yot telling him he lied, ' ^■ y - r ■■ 'frf- " . -> '■'. ^^Iji'-f.-. 

; .^Then up and dusted out. of South Horoitos^^.^^^^^ 

/''•Across the long Divide. . ".'* - v ''".V^; f. ":;_ "■''■' '.': '•'.'•'':''" ':'..'■'•. 

'■We ran him out of Strong's and up through Eden) 
" JvAnd 'cross the ford below, ••..•..;■ '''*'■ ^p*'-''". '.''-^ vi^"-- : 
And up this mountain (Peter's brother leadin'), w ,-^r 
/•f-^And me and Oark and Joe. _ /> .",,/,:,, /-, :^*£<)£ 

"He fou't us game ; somehow, I disremember , -^ v. ' ^ 
.?.£•* . Jest how the thing kem round; . .'.. / \ y''-' 

Some say 'twas wadding, some a scattered ember ' c; \';"' 
nf/i, From fires on the ground. . f j#° *. ' '^"V^-£ 

"But in one minute all the hill below him /■^^ l '; 
/'X.Was just one sheet of flame ; ■""••";' ^ w'>vvt- ; 

Guardtn' the crest, Sam Oark and I called to him/ ; 
y And — well, the dog was game. . . . ' .• 



"He made no sign — the fires of hell were round him, 

;••;•. The pit of hell below. ;. r / •" v . ' 

W* sat and waited, but we flever found him. 
.And then we turned to go. .;■■;/-•' • v// - 

"And then — you see that rock that's grown so bristly 

With chapparel and tan — , . . N V 

Suthin' crcp out — it might hev been a grizzly, • r 

_^ v It might hev been a man, — ' ^^ . ,,u 



"Suthin' that howled and gnashed its teeth and shouted 

■„ In smoke and dust and flame; 

Suthin' that sprang into the depths about it, 

Grizzly or man — but game! .;/.;./,. •-.*• 

"Thet's all. Well, yes, it does look rather risky, 

And kinder makes one queer 
And dizzy looking down. A drop of whiskey 

Ain't a bad thing right here 1 " 



MASTER AND PUPIL 
T"' -\ • j. HIRAM POWERS. 

f"0;-j\ -0i ! r 'BY FRANCES E.' WILLAR D. 
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On a bright October morning, in Florence, three ' 
ladies might have been seen to charter a hackney [ 
carriage, and instruct the driver that they wished j 
to visit the studio of " II Sign ore Powers, Am eri- 
cano." ■■;.'';• **?i >,.;" '■■■;•{/.>.> :. '"-v-iv 1 .'. jl ;..■•, •■ - 
'■■: " Lo scultore Paours\ si; Signore!" answers 
the old man, wisely, and away they go, along the 
Arno's pleasant side, and have just reached the 
Bridge of Four Statues, when he turns upon his 
box, and pointing, with impressive finger, toward 
the retreating form of a gentleman in careless 
garments of gray, with flowing locks of the same 
color, and carrying a walking stick that palpitates 
with great activity, says, a Ecce il scultore!" 
Eager eyes follow the unimpressive figure, and 
expectant hearts sink to the zero-point, for the 
studio, minus its presiding genius, were as the 
game of hide-and-seek, which mathematicians call 
an " equation ," deprived of its chief personage, 
better known as <« X." "Drive us to the Convent 
of San Marco, instead/* is the new word of com- 
mand; "Fra Angelico and Fra Bartolommeo can 
console us in our disappointment." ]''■■ r . 

" But why not go on to the " lllla Paou'rs ?" 
mildly urges the patriarchal Jehu, not forgetful— 
so, at least, let us uncharitably suppose — that 
carriage-hire augments beyond the city gates, and ! 
adds, as a conclusive argument, " the sculptor's j 
son lives next door to his father,— he's a photo- ! 
grapher! " >v . .-,' ,'_. .■-.■V'f.l;-.-.; ..■';.■' .'■ - -H; :,:'•• ., \ 

"A fig for his son— we will see Hiram Powers j 
ornobody." . • .-..:> . v j 

11 Fa benc^ and the new direction is obediently j 
taken, but with an air that says, plainly enough, \ 

"Perhaps these ladies know what they want, r 
but may apoplexy carry me off if I believe anybody ■ 
else will ever find out." >■•..;>• /■'" :'-'•'...' 1 

In a few minutes he brought up, suddenly, : 



against the side-walk, and shouting once more 
41 Behold the sculptor ! " stopped his carriage full 
in the face of Mr. Powers, who paused, lifted his 
hat, looked at the bewildered trio in bland inquiry, 
and awaited further developments. 

The situation was embarrassing; retreat was 
impossible, a brave dash only could save the day. 

It was promptly made, and with brilliant success. 

A moment later he had accepted a seat beside 
his blushing countrywomen, with the words, 

" How nice this is ! I have taken a long walk, 
and am wear}', when lo! three good fairies benev- 
olently pick me up, and promise to give me their 
gracious company even to my own door." '_.;■ 

Soon comes the question, so widely recognized^ 
as "en regie" on similar occasions: . - 

" Have you been long at Florence ?" .. , ,, 

"Only ten days." . ■^•/•v'. •'''-'.'■■" '•-' : ^<VV 

" Only ten ! Why to many an American tourist 
that is a small lifetime. I have known persons to 
come here for a week, then go their restless way •-' 
in full persuasion that they were authority on 
Florence for the remainder of their lives, — think- 
ing that they knew a city whose every stone has 
matter in it for a year of study, and whose mani- 
fold aspects might nobly employ the energies of a 
long and gifted life. But our countrymen come 
abroad, flit about a few months, go home, and write 
a book, its size being usually in inverse ratio to the 
length and value of their investigations. Perhaps 
you have heard this anecdote about the Pope: 
When he receives foreign visitors he often asks 
how long a time they have spent in the Eternal 
City. The answer not unfrequently is, 'a week.' - 
He asks again, 'WTien do you leave'?. •To- 
morrow.' .. '. :7-:''T-'. ■'•'. ':■';'': ;•'■■ : /-^- ; '- "v' : : "^\.- V ^. 

" « Ah, you, of course, know Rome/ is his 
closing observ. ion. '■-... ■'"•■>;. : ;> ? ;>/ -.?'■■'' •.';':';-'••->>■> c 

" But if the "aveler has remained six months, 
the sly old gentleman responds, 'Indeed, you will 
soon be well acquainted with our Capital/ and if 
he has spent years, the Holy Father looks at him 
benignly, saying, 'Very well, you have learned 
that you will never know Rome.' " ,.•.'••' ■',:■'■■"'■ 

The ride is charming, after the city gates are 
passed. The broad street bears the name of 
Machiavelli, whose home was here, and is lined 
with residences elegant and tasteful — many of them 
belonging to successful artists. The " Villa Pow- *' 
ers," with its extensive grounds, and the large 



